FLORENCE : The brandy is for the sick, not the

able. It's too precious to be wasted. . . . (Giving
the cup to SELIXA.) You drink the rest of this
yourself. You're tired, too.

SELINA : I'm all right.

FLORENCE (with quiet firmness that brook?, no 37gu-

rneni] : Do as you're told, Selina.

[She throws the door open. They stand togeiktr
watching the uounded carried in. The murmur and
tramp oj the passing bearers is audible.

SELINA : Poor fellows.

FLORENCE {shaking her head) : Large Dumber of
amputations, I'm afraid. My God, what a
state they're In. All in rags. . , . Make a note
about extra clothing, Selina. . . . Cholera too !
Look ! I hope there's plenty of hot water
ready.

[CORPORAL JONES reappears in the doorway.

CORPORAL : They're bringing up that man now,

mum.

FLORENCE (by door., still looking out] : Right !
(To SELINA.) Frost-bitten every one of them,
Selina. . . . It's going to be a nightmare. . . .
Stop. . . . No. ... Is that the man ? (To COR-
PORAL JONES.) Tell the bearers to bring him in
here.

CORPORAL (calling) : Come along, me lads.
This way.

FLORENCE (in an agony of self-restraint as the
stretcher is carried in] : Bring him over here.

THE MAN ON THE STRETCHER (faintly) : Florence
... Is that you, Florence ?
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